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What Geology Says About Mount Kineo
By Edward S. C. Smith, A. M.

HE story in these paragraphs
tells of what happened during
a great space of time and so
long ago that all mention of it in
terms of years seems useless. Mil
lions of years and more millions must
be imagined yet time of such magni
tude can scarcely be conceived. But
nevertheless the story is so clearly
told by the rocks themselves that it
is as easily to be understood and as
readily to be believed as though writ
ten on the page.
Kineo’s great cliff rising on the
east side to about eight hundred feet
straight up from the water’s edge is
a sight to inspire the observer with
awe. Soundings have showed that
the cliff extends below the surface of
the water for nearly another hundred
feet thus making a sheer rock wall
approximately nine hundred feet in
height. It is said that the Indians
believed this part of the lake bot
tomless. The cliff extends around
the south side of the mountain but is
here less spectacular because partly
concealed by gravel and by debris
in the form of fragments of the moun
tain itself dislodged by frost action
or other causes and sent crashing
down.
At the sight of these things our
observer might ask himself a three
fold question: What was the origin
of Kineo, what gave it its present
shape and what will be its ultimate
fate?
To answer the first question we
must let our imagination loose and
picture the place where Moosehead

T

ceased altogether; but not, probably
until it had thrust itself far up into
the sand-stones, perhaps even burst
HILE Prof. Smith
ing out at the surface and producing
of the Department
a lava flow on the floor of that an
of Geology of Union Colcient

sea.
lege was engaged in geoloThe lava rose no more, eons of
time passed, the sea retired, dry land
logical work in the vicinity
appeared and the rivers began to
of Rockwood last summer
flow on what had once been the sea
the editor of The Northern
bottom. The rivers flowing over
requested him to write an
this new land found the softer sand
stones
easier to wear away than the
article of local interest. . .
harder lava rocks, hence after an im
The response is this geolo
mense period of erosion these hard
gic story about our majes
rocks began to stand out as they do
today in Blue Ridge, Mt. Kineo,
tic sentinel of Moosehead
Shaw Mountain and Little Kineo.
Lake, Mt. Kineo.
The final shaping of Kineo and
the other mountains of its chain,
the formation of the gentle north or
and Kineo now are as occupied by northwest slopes and the cliff-like
a great but relatively shallow inland south sides was produced by the ac
sea, which spread northeast and tion of the great ice sheet which in
southwest for hundreds of miles, recent geologic time, yet thousands
reaching to New York State on the of years ago, pressed across New Eng
one hand and far into New Bruns land plucking great fragments from
wick on the other. Below the water the south sides of the hills and grind
of this extensive sea were great thick ing, scouring and polishing like a
nesses of sand, probably in part com huge file. This last activity of Na
pressed and cemented into solid rock ture gave Kineo its present configu
such as may be seen today all along ration. Today the active agents
the lake shore at Kineo Station. at work are chiefly those of frost
Then into that mass of sand-stone and heat and cold, the latter causing
from deep down in the earth came unequal expansion and contraction
moving slowly but surely a mass of of the rock thus splitting oft large
molten rock with perhaps the con pieces. These are the agents which
sistency of thick molasses but at a are slowly wearing this mountain
tremendously high temperature. As away until ages hence, if such agen
this mass rose into the cooler rocks cies continue undisturbed, it will be
it gradually lost its heat, its move reduced approximately to the gen
ment became more sluggish until it eral level.

W

Promise Yourself—To be too big for worry, too noble for anger and too strong for fear
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The Cliff from the East
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you see that big rock and the apple
tree beyond it? Well, we’ll now
bend the ash for that rock. Head
boat!” He fetched Nancy Hanks an
uppercut with the rawhide. Nancy
stretched out at a gallop, teeth bared,
ears laid back, and the way she split
the air was a caution. Joe got to the
rock all right but instead of swinging
into the eddy on the far side the mare
jumped over it, the wagon turned a
somersault and the old lady landed
among the limbs of the apple tree.
When old Joe came to, he was wound
around the butt of the same tree,
with a broken arm and a couple of
splintered ribs for good measure. He
assisted his bride to the ground,
soothed her injured feelings and re
marked, “Never mind, old lady, she
was too heavy in the stern.”

Nicky Fiorillo: (hastily tuning out
a soprano solo) “Another woman
letting the squawks out of ’er!”
A Superintendent: (speaking of a
tightwad of his acquaintance) “That
guy wouldn’t give a nickel to hear
the Smith Brothers cough their
heads off!”
Kineo from the West

To explain how this story is read
from the rocks would not be possible
in this space or desirable due to the
necessity of explaining many techni
calities. One word may not be amiss, however, in regard to this an
cient sea, actual proofs of whose ex
istence is within the reach of those
who care to seek them. This body
of water was inhabited by many and
varied forms of marine life, chiefly
oyster-like forms and other types of
shell-making animals. The remains
of these shells, now lithified, may be
found abundantly in Rockwood, at
the foot of Northern Hill near the
brick machine shop, they may be
found in the small cut on the Maine
Central nearly down to the Ameri
can Realty siding. Quantities of
these animal remains, fossils, are
also to be found in Misery Notch on
the C. P. R. just beyond Somerset
Junction.

A little bird sat on a tree,
And hopped from limb to limb,
And kept his beady eyes on me,
The while I looked at him.
I stood and watched him much
By Bill Moriarty
amused,
Until a thought occurred,
HE sky Pilot had just taken the
That it was very possible that
two round turns and a half hitch
’Twas I amused the bird.
that fastened Mrs. Blank to old Joe.
Joe had been a West Branch boat
man and he thought that for a real
“These Americans have gone
honey-moon nothing would be more crazy over a Chinese game.”
appropriate than to hitch his mare to
Visiting Englishman — “Mah
the buckboard, fill his tank with old word!”
Bourbon {with a pocket flask of the
“No. Mahjong.”
—Ranger.
same brand of enthusiasm as a re
serve fund) and take his wife out for
a ride, using his wagon to demon
We’ve all heard about the absent
strate his abilities as a boatman. minded professor who poured the
“Now, old gal,” said he, “I’ll show syrup down his back and scratched
you how we run some of the rough his pancake, but the one that worries
places on the Branch!” They left us is the one who poured catsup on
the road and sailed through the or his shoelace and tied his spaghetti.
chard on the run. Said Joe, “Do
—Gargoyle.

The Boatman’s
Wedding Trip

T

It is a good thing to learn caution by the misfortunes of others
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Seboomook Farm
EBOOMOOK is situated at the ones. He also added considerably to
head of the northwest arm of the house from time to time, and
Moosehead Lake. It is also built the annex, the barns, the pres
called Northwest Carry, the disent
 store and dwelling of Mrs. CoL

S
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chases made by the company. The
first farmhouse was a story and a
half building that set at the upper
end of the Colbath garden, facing the
lake. This was used for several
years. Jim Maguire was the first
superintendent here and John McMann the first clerk. Martin Cahill
was the first cook.
This house was moved to its pres
ent location in 1915, the roof was
raised and a part added to the front of
it.
It was still, however, far too
small to accommodate the number
of woodsmen who were traveling in
those days, and the Colbaths con
tinued to board Northern men, even
as recently as 1918. In 1917 the
long wing was added to the south side,
forming the present boarding
house as we know it. In summer,
tents are set up in the adjoining
birch grove and these accommodate
additional employees.

Seboomook Farmhouse

tance from Kennebec to Penobscot
waters at this point being a little
over two miles. William Willis
points out that the Indian name
means “shaped like a moose’s head”
and states that from this circum
stance the entire lake received its
name.
The first permanent habitation at
Seboomook was a log building con
structed and owned by one Marsh
Lane. Lane lived here a number of
years with his son Ferd and his two
daughters. From Lane it passed in
to the possession of Alec Lessard.
The place was then purchased by Joe
Morris, whose son, Pero Morris, is a
well known business man of Green
ville. The Elder Morris built the
first hotel at Seboomook. It was on
the site of the present Northwest
Inn and was a frame house, painted
rather a homely shade of yellow with
red trimmings. Billy Young bought
the Morris place and ran it for a few
years when it was purchased by the
late Martin P. Colbath. There was
a small wharf and storehouse there
then, and Mr. Colbath built larger

bath, a blacksmith-shop and other
buildings, and successfully conducted
a hotel here for many years.

The company followed its usual
policy of assembling a complete
group of modern farm buildings.
The two stables were built in 1910.
In 1912 the equipment shed was
erected. This was originally in
tended for the storage of the big
traction engine outfit, but has since

The Seboomook Wharf

In 1899 The Great Northern Pa
per Company purchased Seboomook
Town. It was one of the first pur

been used as an equipment shed.
The following year the wagon-house
and the potato-house were built, the

Promise Yourself-—To live in the faith that the world is on your side so long as you are true to the best
that is in you
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latter a duplicate of those at Pitts
ton Farm and Grant Farm. In 1914
the blacksmith-shop, the well-house
and the ice-house were constructed,
and were followed the next year by
the cow stable, the hog-house and
the woodshed. The new slaughter
house was built in 1916, taking the
place of one that was built the year
previous but which was destroyed
by fire. In 1916, also, the garage
was set up here, after having been
removed from Lily Bay. I have neg
lected to mention in its proper place

their meals. The storehouse has an
electric conveyor by means of which
huge quantities of hay, oats and
other supplies can be stored away
in a comparatively short time. With
in the last few years, also, there have
been built at Seboomook a pump
house, an oil pump-house, a dyna
mite-house, a boat-house, some hen
houses and some other buildings.
One recalls that Wilmer Spencer
succeeded Jim Maguire as superin
tendent, and that he in turn was fol
lowed by Jim Brown, who later ran

One of the Barns at Seboomook

one other building which has had an
interesting and checkered career,
namely the old office which was torn
down last year. This structure was
moved from the Ross Farm in 1909
to the site it occupied, and was used
at first as a residence for the superin
tendent.
As recently as four years ago, the
company owned no water site, ex
cept down beyond the Dudley place,
and no suitable storehouse. They
continued to pay Mr. Colbath for
wharfage and storage privileges. In
1920 the wharf and store house and
adjacent land were purchased from
the Colbath Estate. The present
wharf and the store house, by far the
finest on the lake, were built in 1922.
A modern office was established in
the southern end of the store house
just far enough from the house for
the clerks to work up an appetite for

the Deerhead Farm. Mr. Hilton
followed Brown and after him came
the well remembered “Bill” Mc
Donald, who was superintendent
for four years. He was succeeded
by Mr. Walter B. Twombly, the
present incumbent, who has run the
farm for two years. The clerks have
been legion. It appears as if most
of the clerks the company has had
have spent some period of their life
at Seboomook. The capable F. A.
Murphy is the present clerk.
The site of the farm is a most at
tractive one, with a view halfway
down the lake, the Spencer moun
tains showing up to good advantage
in the southeast. The pastures
and fields extend on either side of
the road from the lake a distance of
a mile. Across the field from the
farmhouse and parallel to the road
runs Carry Brook, which was the

January 1925

scene many years ago of an inter
esting experiment. Bradstreet was
then logging in the vicinity and con
structed a sluiceway more than a
mile long to land his logs in Moose
head Lake. In addition to the
sluiceway he had to have an endless
chain arrangement of buckets to
keep his sluice supplied with water,
and he was compelled to use Kenne
bec water. His buckets dipped into
the lake at the mouth of Carry Brook,
made the trip to the far end of the
sluiceway where they were tilted,
and the water returned to the lake
by way of the sluice, easing the logs
along as it came. This machinery
was used several years but it was
not a huge success. The remains of
the old sluice may still be seen.
One discovery that always aston
ishes newcomers is the standard
gauge railroad that leads from the
wharf to Carry Pond. This was a
very necessary link in the Seboo
mook Lake and St. John Railroad,
and was started in 1919 by Mr. J. B.
Stewart, who was later succeeded by
Mr. J. T. Mullen. It was a rare day
for peaceful Seboomook when huge
logging engines hauling flat cars
puffed their way up the road to
Carry Pond, where they were loaded
on immense scows and towed to the
terminal six miles distant. This
railroad is not yet complete, and
Seboomook which is quiet just now
will yet become a very busy place.

Louis Roberge
Mr. Louis Roberge, of St. Come,
a familiar figure in the Moosehead
Lake region of Maine for many
years, was instantly killed Satur
day, November 22, on the Dole
Pond road, just above ledge cut,
when the car he was driving left the
road and struck a spruce windfall
head on. The force of the collision
was sufficient to drive the tree top
through the windshield and out thru
the back of the car, carrying Mr.
Roberge with it. He was dead when
picked up by Mr. McMahon who
was riding with him.
Mr. Roberge was in partnership
with his brother Eugene in a pulp-

We learn wisdom from failure much more than from success
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wood operation for the Great North
ern Paper Company on William
Stream near Seboomook and was on
his way home from the job, when the
accident happened. He was 63 years
of age and is survived by six daugh
ters and five sons, all of whom live in
Canada; and by four brothers, John
and Eugene, who live in Canada
and Frank and Paul of Waterville,
Maine.

Mr. Roberge began cutting lum
ber for the Great Northern on the
North Branch of the Penobscot more
than 20 years ago. His first job
was taken with Llewellyn Johnson
of Vanceboro and he and his brother
Eugene have cut logs or pulpwood
in the North Branch or Moosehead
region every year since. During this
period they became widely and fav
orably known about Moosehead
Lake.
Louis Roberge has long been one
of the important men of St. Come,
a thriving town in Quebec near the
border of Maine. Always affable
and kindly in his personal relations,
shrewd and a man of his word in
business dealings, he early attracted
attention of his neighbors and in later
years became known over a very large
part of the Province. It is said of him
that he never failed in his word and
never spoke unkindly of another.
These characteristics have been prom
inently mentioned in relation to him
for many years.
The funeral was largely attended,
the cortege covering half the three
miles from the house to the church.
Friends from all over the Province
of Quebec and from many parts of
Maine and New Hampshire were
present. It was a fine tribute to
the standing of Mr. Roberge with
his friends and neighbors.
The Bore—“Did I tell you of my
adventure in Patagonia?”
His victim (having listened to
about twenty adventures)—“Inter
esting yarn?”
The Bore—“You bet!”
His Victim—“Then you haven’t
told me.”
—London Humorist.

The Northern
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WOODS SKETCHES

The Paymaster
HE Paymaster is the lad we
are always glad to meet. Not
even the cook can compare with
him in popularity. His arrival at
farm or depot camp is the signal for
general joy. The guard is turned out,
the bridal chamber is assigned him
and he is allowed to dine with the
superintendents and other distin
guished guests.
The first duty of a paymaster, as
we all know, is to carry old watches
down-river to be repaired. Accurate
figures are not available but the total
number of decrepit timepieces that
have been carted down in this fash
ion would surprise one. If placed
end to end in the true statistical man
ner, they would probably reach from
Bangor to Pea Cove.
A paymaster nowadays spends
most of his time up-river but on the
few days in the month when he does
get to town his work is all laid out
for him. His friends in the woods
see to that! On his arrival in Bangor
he delivers several dogs and other
pets to their owners’ homes. He
procures hunting-licenses for two
men and starts bank accounts for
fifteen others. He then proceeds to
Main Street and tries to put the New
York Syndicate out of business.
Failing in this, he executes nine other
commissions and dashes home to his
wife and children.
Arrived back at his operation, he
distributes money from time to
time among the boys. When a pay
master reaches for the well known
bag, produces a pen and remarks,
“Sign here, Joe,” (“NOT on THAT
line.................................... on the line
ABOVE!”) words fail us. It is a
grand and glorious feeling.
Getting back to earth, however,
they are a splendid group of men,
these paymasters. They travel in
all sorts of weather and never dis
appoint a man. From the young
fellows starting in to the veterans of
the service, these gentlemen are
equally courteous, painstaking, ac
commodating and efficient. They

T

The prisoner in the tower paced
the floor like a caged tiger. He
nervously clasped and unclasped his
hands. Finally he leaped against
the wall and cried:
“Man! But I wish I were down
and out!”
She—“If wishes came true, what
would be your first?”
He—“I would wish—ah, if only
I dared tell you.”
She—“Go on, go on, What do
you think I brought up wishing for?”
—Jack-o’lantern.

A motoring writer says that the
motorists in this country run into
millions. We know that We wish
they didn’t.

“Chickens, sah,” said the old
negro sage, “is de usefullest animals
dere is. You can eat ’em befo’ dey
is born and after dey is daid.”

Mrs. Brown—“I admire Dr. Young
immensely. He is so persevering in
the face of difficulties that he always
reminds me of Patience sitting on
a monument.”
Mr. Brown—“Yes, but what I am
becoming rather alarmed about is
the number of monuments sitting on
his patients.”
—People’s Journal, Glasgow.

enjoy the confidence of every woods
man and are in every way a credit
to their chief and to the company.
We may be wrong but it seems
somehow or other as if life wouldn’t
be quite the same if we couldn’t meet
a paymaster now and then.

Promise Yourself—To forget the mistakes of the past and press on to the greater achievements of the
future

The Northern

Page eight

All communications for The North
ern should be sent to the editor of The
Northern, Greenville, Maine.

Promise Yourself
The New Year is a time of reflec
tion and resolution. Each year we
are reminded that another mile-stone
has been passed, that much water
has passed under the bridge or that
time flies. These are all ways of ex
pressing the idea but listen to the
way a poet inspired a sculptor to
portray the idea.
The Fountain of Time created by
Lorado Taft and not long since pre
sented to the city of Chicago is a
symbol of the passing of life in a pro
cession before the scrutinizing gaze
of Time. Details are lost at times
in waves of drapery and the hundred
human forms seem to emerge and
recede again into mystery. The
thought expressed by Huxley in the
words, “The individual drops rise
and fall, the wave sweeps on,” is
presented to view in marble by the
sculptor. It was suggested to him
by these lines of Austin Dobson:
Time goes ye say. Ah, no;
Alas, time stays, we go.

Mr. Taft in describing the thought
presented by his great work of art
said: “I saw in my mind’s picture a
mighty craglike figure of Time; man
tled like one of Sargent’s prophets
leaning upon his staff, his chin rest
ing in his hand and watching with
inscrutable gaze the endless march
of humanity. Around the figure of
the lone sentinel, I saw a majestic
relief of marble sweeping in a wide
circle with the shapes of hurrying
men, women and children in endless
procession, ever impelled by the
wings of destiny in the inexorable
lock-step of the ages.”
The sculptor thus depicts our
passing in review before Time.

January 1925

This gives us cause for reflection
and on second thought we may see
not Time but our Maker watching
us pass by as we enter into the New
Year.
Shall new resolutions be made?
Yes. Read again the lines at the
bottom of the right hand pages and
with Orison Swett Marden, PROM
ISE YOURSELF—

Who’s Who In This Issue
The leading article this month
“What Geology Says About Mount
Kineo” is by Prof. Smith who
was at Rockwood last summer.
Seboomook Farm has its turn for a
write-up.
Mr. Creegan who is
writing a series of woods sketches
took the Paymaster for his January
subject. Bill Moriarty contributed
an amusing paragraph “The Boat
man’s Wedding Trip.” Permission
was secured from the son of Elbert
Hubbard to reprint the famous
“Message to Garcia” in the January
number of the Northern.

A Baby Book
Beginning January one, a baby
book will be presented to the par
ents of all babies born during the
year 1925.
To obtain this book parents need
only to send to the editor of The
Northern the name of the child and
the date of birth.
Let EVERY DAWN
OF MORNING BE
TO YOU AS THE BE
GINNING OF LIFE AND
EVERY SETTING SUN
BE TO YOU AS ITS
CLOSE; THEN LET
EVERY ONE OF THESE
SHORT LIVES LEAVE
ITS SURE RECORD OF
SOME KINDLY THING
DONE FOR OTHERS,
SOME GOODLY
STRENGTH OR KNOW
LEDGE GAINED FOR
YOURSELVES.
—John Ruskin

Children of Mr. and Mrs. H. Louis Boyle

H. Louis Boyle, Jr.
Born January 20th, 1920
Florence G. Boyle
Born January 29th, 1923
Edward V. Boyle
Born February 17th, 1921

Our Picture Page
Upper row, left to right:
The Mayor of Greenville Lays
Down the Law. (Mr. Canders ap
pears to enjoy it.)
Normand A. Smith, Our Popular
Inspector. (Guess when this was
taken, Normand!)
Center row:
Climbing the Rockwood Hill.
Mr. John M. Morrison.
The Chef; Mr. George A. Farrar.
(Better late than never, George!)
Three Generations of Murphys.
(All Great Northern men.)
Lower row:
A Study of J. H. Murch.
(Author of “Old Spearhead Gets
the Mail.)
When Shall We Gather at the
Boundary? (Bill Harris instructs
Cornelius in the gentle art of blow
ing rings.) .

Give me the man who holds on
when others let go; who pushes
ahead when others turn back; who
stiffens up when others retreat; who
knows no such word as can’t or
give up; and I will show you a man
who will win in the end, no matter
who opposes him, no matter what
obstacles confront him. — Marden

He who never made a mistake never made a discovery

January 1925
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If you don’t know these distinguished looking gentlemen, consult page eight

Promise Yourself-—To make all your friends feel there is something in them
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Bangor Office
James E. Mutty has taken a posi
tion in the Accounting Department
under Mr. Willey.
Milton Le Page who has been con
nected with the company for four
years or more recently resigned his
position as bookkeeper to accept a
similar position with the S. L. Crosby
Co.
Webster Brown, Assistant Book
keeper, has been promoted to the po
sition of Head Bookkeeper made
vacant by the resignation of Mr. LePage. Mr. Binnette has taken over
Mr. Brown’s former duties.
Congratulations to Mr. William
Hilton on his victory in the recent
election. Mr. Hilton is now in line
for Mayor.
Speaking of election victories,
David Cronin wonders if one would
call his own experience a victory.
He was one vote ahead of the ticket
in Ward 3. At that rate if he could
live as long as King Tut has been
dead he might some day be a mem
ber of the city government.
One would judge from the man
ner in which Leslie Bradley has been
insisting that we place a notice in The
Northern that the Bradley refer
red to in the December issue as hav
ing been married is not him, that
there must be some “sweet little doll”
that we know nothing about. How
about it, Leslie?
We are glad to note that Mr. Gil
bert has recovered sufficiently from
his recent illness to be at the office
again.
Earl Brown of the PurchasingDepartment recently took the lead
ing role in the successful presenta
tion of the “Hottentot” in Brewer
City Hall. Delmont Tasker of the
Accounting Department was also a
member of the cast.

For the information of the radio
fans who might tune in on station
WABI, Bangor Railway & Electric
Co., it should be known that Ira Bar
ker of the Accounting Department
is director of the orchestra that
broadcasts from this station.
Manager Gilbert will perform his
duties this month as one of the Pres
idential Electors.

Musquacook Operation
Another building has been added
to the thriving little village at Mus
quacook depot. This new camp
will be occupied by Phil Murdock
the forester, and we expect to see “P.
J.” burning the midnight oil soon
amid a pile of blue prints, maps,
scale reports and guessing sticks.
Phil expects to have lots of fresh
air, as the camp is built on a side
hill, facing the gentle breezes blow
ing in from Third Lake.
C. M. Hilton and crew of five men
passed through here Sunday, No
vember 23rd, enroute to the Allegash
country, stopping with us over night.
The boys arrived in good spirits in
spite of the inclemency of the
weather. “Oh, Didn’t It Rain”
Max?
Many friends of our head clerk,
Fred Street, will be pleased to know
that he now has a full grown set of
“sheik” whiskers that would make
Rudolph Valentino turn green with
envy.
Whit Getchell has a crew cutting
flowage on Long Pond Thorough
fare, stopping at the depot camp.
Ray McNamara, formerly store
house clerk at 10-Mile, has been trans
ferred to the Depot; and Cecil St.
John, who officiated in the same ca
pacity at the Depot, has taken his
place. We’d be willing to bet a dol
lar and a half that Mac sort of hated
to leave the 10-Mile home.
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Mr. L. G. White spent Thanks
giving Day with us. Leon is sure a
“hum-dinger” when it comes to dop
ing out a jobber’s 76, which as every
woods clerk knows, is worse than any
Chinese puzzle ever invented. Among
the other visitors during the month
were, A. V. MacNeill, L. A. O’Con
nell and Chas. L. Holden; also Chas.
K. King and E. A. McNish of the
American Realty Co.
One of our foresters, Frank McKendrick, has been transferred to the
Grindstone operation. His place
will be taken by Milford Mehann.
The Musquacook news would not
be complete without some mention
of Roy Stuart, the genial host at
the boarding-house in Ashland,
where our men are cared for on the
way in and out of the woods. Mr.
and Mrs. Stuart, assisted by Miss
Delvina Levesque, seem to have
learned all the secrets of the culinary
art. It is a well known fact that
Gene O’Connell has gained a hun
dred and sixteen pounds in the last
three months. Gene, who is Mr.
Stuart’s star boarder, is reported to
have denied this most emphatically.
We have a stage running daily now
between Ashland and the depot.
The men coming up are taken to 10Mile and kept there over night, and
are brought right through to the
depot the following day. The stage
also brings the mail, which arrives
a day sooner than when toting was
all done on wheels.

Hurricane
Thanksgiving day has come and
gone but it will be long remembered
by those who were so fortunate as to
be present at the dinner which was
served at the depot camp, where
Alex Doucette was head chef of the
establishment.

A man's praises sound well in another s mouth but not in his own
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The menu for the dinner consisted
of the following:

Roast Canada Chicken
(with sage dressing)
Brown Gravy
Cranberry Sauce
Creamed Potatoes
West Virginia Peas
Pittston Farm Beets
Cream Pie
Assorted Nut Cake
Fancy Cookies
Among those present were Leo
Desmond, Harold Whitehead and
Ralph Largay of the office force,
Dave Austin, Emery Veilleux and
Rudolph Bisque, noted for their ac
tivities in stepping behind a four
horse team, Hollis Baker, the black
smith, Joe Goodin, the carpenter,
and last but not least, John Lavin,
the caretaker of the establishment.
Music for the occasion was fur
nished by the Victrola and the eve
ning ended with an old fashioned
step dance by Messrs. Dave Austin
and John Lavin.
The camp at Hurricane Depot was
closed Dec. 7th. Pat Purcell com
pleted the work on Hurricane Dam
Dec. 2nd and broke up camp on that
day. Joe Ayotte has completed the
work on Norris Dam No. 2 and broke
camp on Dec. 9th.
Ralph Largay, Harold Whitehead
and Jason Goodwin have all gone
down river.
Pat Purcell is graveling the dam
on Ranney Brook and Joe Ayotte
is starting work on another dam on
Norris Brook.

Greenville
Walter L. O’Connell has joined
the clerical forces at the Machine
Shop.
Sam Boudreau, who is quite a
stranger in these parts, was recently
seen at the Exchange, having com
pleted his work on the buildings at
Lily Bay.
James Hayes has passed through
town on his way to Grindstone.
Greenville must be well repre
sented at Grindstone Operation.
Howard Lovejoy, Lloyd Pickett,
Carl Murray and Gilbert Voutour
have been there for some time.
Navigation on Moosehead Lake
closed on the 11th of December when
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the “Moosehead” of the Coburn
Line made her last trip of the season.
The next day the entire lake was
frozen over. Last year, owing to
the mild winter, the lake did not
close until the 22nd of December,
which was the latest date on rec
ord. Passengers from Rockwood to
Greenville will now have the tra
ditional five hours wait at Somerset
Junction, with ample time to take
in all the beauties of the place.
Mr. Charles H. Glaster was a
recent guest at the Piscataquis.
Mr. P. L. Bradeen, of Boston, was
lately seen in town. Mr. Bradeen
formerly drove a tractor for Grant
Farm Toting. He is now employed
as a salesman for the Eastern Trac
tor Co.
Mr. S. S. Bradford, formerly a
paymaster for the company, went
thru Greenville on his way to Brassua, where he is in the employ of
Mr. Percy Johnson.
Others seen during the month in
Greenville were Sherm Sutherland,
Charles Kavanaugh, F. H. K. Stait,
James Flanagan, the former tele
phone operator at Grant Farm,
Harold Whitehead. Leo Gibbons,
H. J. Severance, C. A. Ramsdell,
Mr. Harkness, Win Spencer, L. A.
O’Connell, J. F. Daley and Pat
O’Connell, for several years in charge
of the potato-house at Grant Farm.

Ripogenus Dam
Archie Derosier and Alfred Rich
ards are working on the building
which houses the lighting-plant here.
The building is being enlarged and
plastered.
The young lady who is to teach
the McInnis children, Goldie and
Margaret, this winter is expected to
arrive after Christmas. Chesuncook Dam papers, please copy.
A portable mill has been set up on
Soper Brook by the NewcombFisher Co., lumbering for pine. The
cutting has been sublet to Irving
Hamilton and Frank Smith. Joe
Lawless, Frank Daley and Ray
Cripps are among the men now em
ployed there.
The temperature at the Dam on
the 15th of December was 7 degrees
below zero.
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Sias Hill
Harry Rollins has opened the
camp at Sias Hill. Mr. A. J. Kirk
has gone up to cook for him. Phil
Cote and Ernest (Joe) Gilman
have been cutting fire wood there.
Donat Dubay, driver of the jitney,
will make this his headquarters. The
tractors and their crews will also
stay here, and transients will find a
welcome.
Mr. A. B. Willard, Superinten
dent of Telephones, recently came
over from the Rockwood side, bring
ing with him Jack Flynn and Eugene
LeClair who are to board here. Jack
Flynn is to maintain the lines on
this side. LeClair has made a re
markably rapid recovery from a
recent operation for appendicitis
and says you can’t kill a French
man. We’ll admit you’re tough,
Gene!

Seboomook
Mr. Walter B. Twombly and Miss
Florence Twombly have returned
from a two weeks’ vacation which
they spent in Bangor and Munroe.
Mrs. Colbath and her nephew at
tended the pictures at Pittston Farm
several times during the month and
enjoyed the program.
Mr. Ray Mercereau is acting as
caretaker of the Northwest Inn,
which was purchased a few months
ago by Mr. J. O. Ward well.

Seboomook Dam
The crew here under Mr. D. W.
Nichols have succeeded in sinking
their well 700 feet. Walter Harri
man has Oliver Smart for his assist
ant. Joe Riley is cooking here and
Jim Sheehan is driving team and
making himself generally useful.
“Mouser’s” crew, which is burning
brush along the road near Nigger
Brook, usually lunch indoors here
at the Dam, Joe Riley keeping a
room nice and warm for them.
Stephen Morrill is driving the Reo
speedwagon for this crew. Better
learn French, Steve!
Henry Hood is waging a terrific
battle against hardening of the arter
ies, up at the terminal of the Seboo
mook Lake and St. John Railroad.

Promise Yourself—To be just as enthusiastic about the success of others as you are of your own
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Henry reports that he finds plenty
to do, and with his dog Mac and
several cats he is not at all lonesome.

Division of Forest Engineering
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moved his desk into the men’s room
at the farmhouse where he gets the
full effect of the fireplace.
Frank McCormack has returned
to his home in Greenville. Wm.
Connelly and Pat O’Connell, both
of whom have been at Grant Farm
for some years, have gone to Bangor.
Mr. Hersey states that the eigh
teen acres that were planted to oats
last season yielded 1186 bushels.
The closing night at the farm was
a memorable affair. There was a
fair-sized crowd for the pictures,
among whom were five guests from
Chesuncook Dam. After the last
reel, ice cream, cake and coffee were
served by Mrs. Hersey, assisted
by Mrs. Wight and Mr. Harmon.
The guests greatly appreciated the
thoughtfulness of Mr. and Mrs.
Hersey in providing this closing treat.
Mr. L. G. White was a recent vis
itor.
Since the closing of the farm Mr.
Hersey has been very busy. At
present he is nursing a Rhode Island
Red hen that had the misfortune of
losing her feathers just before the
cold wave came. Mr. H. says she
hasn’t enough feathers to make an
eyebrow.

Harold Wright has charge of the
Brassua Lake Flowage Survey. Earl
Vickery, Johnson Sargent, Wm. Dubay, Forest Goodwin, Dean Chase
and George Grant are some of the
old hands who are with him.
Eldon Hobart is still in Eureka,
California.
Arthur Brackett is located in En
glewood, California, where he is em
ployed by the Street Department
of the city of Englewood.
Blaine French is handling the scal
ing and inspection work at Lobster
Lake and Spencer Pond. It’s quite
a step across, Blaine!
Phil Murdock and Milford Mehann
are at Musquacook Operation. Mil
ford says the farther in he is the
better he likes it, and at checkers he is
knocking all comers cold. Look out
for your laurels, Normand!
B. W. Hale has taken over the
work formerly handled by Frank
Wood, and is located in Millinocket.
Frank McKendrick has finally
landed at Grindstone where he will
take charge of the landing scale. We
Ten Mile Plant
wonder if they will make the tea
Mr. and Mrs. Charles Price have
strong enough for Frank.
Fremont Hatch is back at the 40- come to work at 10-Mile.
Mr. Henry Dufour had dinner
Mile where he will superintend the
here
on his first trip as truck driver
scaling of the wood cut by Edward
for K. P. Toting.
Lacroix.
Mr. Wm. Hilton, Supt. of Forest
“Pete” Jones, as is quite generally
known, is one of the instructors at Engineering, and Mr. L. E. Hough
the U. of M. Forestry school camp ton, recently had dinner here.
Superintendents W. D. Page and
at Grindstone.
J. E. Sargent were here on December
Norman Stewart and Francis
3rd.
Dougherty are in Aroostook County.
W. P. McClure and Leo Cyr
Stewart is around Smyrna Mills,
Island Falls and Tracey Brook, while passed through on their way from
Dougherty is still up in the Fish the North Branch with eight horses
bound for Kineo.
River Region.
Airs. J. P. Hayes paid a visit to the
Grant Farm
place a few weeks ago. Mr. Hayes
Due to the fact that the company was called to Portland by the serious
is not operating in the neighborhood illness of his mother. We at 10-Mile
this year, the force at Grant Farm extend our sympathy and hope for
has been reduced to five, Mr. and her early recovery.
Mrs. N. A. Hersey, Mr. and Mrs. V.
Automobiling has practically stop
H. Wight and Austin Harmon. The ped on the Kineo-Pittston road,
office has been closed and Austin has with the exception of the company

Necessity is ballast
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jitneys, trucks and tractors. It is
not caused by the snow. Public
cars could make their usual runs,
but business is very dull.
We at 10-Mile are getting quite
religious with the use of the radio.
On successive Sundays recently, we
have received the services from the
First Baptist Church of Schenec
tady, the First Presbyterian Church
of the same place and the First
Dutch Reformed Church of Albany,
N. Y.

Chesuncook Dam
We wish to express our satisfaction
with the added comforts and attrac
tions that have been installed at
the Dam.
The improvements are
not yet all completed, but it is easy to
see that the dam will soon be among
the best outfits, as far as conveniences
go.
Mr. and Airs. Henry Pelkey ex
pect to be here for the winter. Mrs.
Pelkey is now doing the cooking,
succeeding Martin Cahill who has
returned to Greenville.
Jim Hayes, our popular plumber,
has gone to Grindstone where he
will be employed in the garage.
A carful of people from the Dam
attended the pictures at Grant Farm
on December 9th.

Lily Bay
Mr. and Mrs. Gerry are taking
care of the Lily Bay property, the
crew having been let go during the
month.
Mr. C. A. Ramsdell has gone to
Bangor, owing to a death in the fam
ily.

Rockwood

Construction activities at Kineo
Station practically ceased during the
last week of November, as a number
of the Greenleaf crews returned to
their homes for Thanksgiving.
The stables of Millinocket Horse
Maintenance at Rockwood have
been opened up for the winter
to accommodate the horses turned
in by the dam builders on the
North Branch. William P. McClure
brought in the first lot of these horses
and remains here as feeder.
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Mrs. Sterling Dymond was a
recent visitor at Kineo Boarding
House, coming from Bangor to spend
a week-end with her husband.
Frank Greenleaf and Gleason
Taylor have shifted their opera
tions to the Moose River Bridge,
where they are putting in a new
abutment.
Mr. Harry M. Chapman, who has
for six years been connected with
Kineo Storehouse recently moved
with his family to Portland.
It is a distinct disappointment to
his many friends that he is leaving
Rockwood, and all join in wishing
him success in his future work.
Following a long inert period, re
cent activities in the freight yard at
Kineo Station recall to Old Timers
the briskness that was Rockwood’s
when Ripogenus Dam was under
construction and all the materials
passed through here. These mem
ories were recalled by the appearance
in the freight yard at the same time
of four cars of machinery for Brassua
Dam and seven new Lombard Trac
tors for Mr. Ed. LaCroix, who will
use them on his lumbering operation
above Hurricane.
Leo Boutin successfully moved
the cottage he recently purchased
from the Great Northern to his prop
erty and is now residing therein.
Kineo Boarding House was the
scene of a small social gathering on
the evening of December the six
teenth, the occasion being the
birthday of Lena Shaw.
Mr. W. D. Page was a business
caller recently.
Mrs. J. E. Sargent has returned
from Bangor to her home in Rock
wood. Miss Kathleen Sargent was
home for the Thanksgiving vaca
tion.
Mr. and Mrs. N. A. Murphy and
their son Louis were dinner guests
of Mr. and Mrs. F. A. Murphy on
Thanksgiving. We are informed by
a reliable party that no mercy was
shown the poor turkey.
Mrs. Albion Hilton, who has been
employed at 10-Mile Plant, recently
returned to her home here. We are
all glad to see her with us again.
Mrs. McClure has returned to her
former cottage.
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We regret to learn that Mrs. A. R.
Cochrane has been confined to the
house for some time with a heavy
cold.
The moving pictures every other
Wednesday are received with great
pleasure. The dining-room at the
boarding-house is always filled on
nights when pictures are shown.
Mr. C. E. Millett was a caller re
cently, as was also Mr. Joseph Mc
Phee.
Mr. Greenleaf’s crew is working
on Moose River bridge. It is a nice
balmy location these days, we’ll bet.

Northeast Carry
E. E. Ricker has been added to
the clerical force at the Carry, re
placing F. A. Murphy, who has re
turned to his former headquarters
at 10-Mile Plant. Supt. F. X.
Mooney is still with us, as are also
A. G. Faulkner, “Jack” Haselton
and Don Pearson. The stock has
been inventoried and sold, and a
large amount of equipment and sup
plies have been shipped out.
The Winnegarnock House was the
scene of a very enjoyable occasion
on the 18th of November when the
residents of the Carry assembled for
a farewell party in honor of Mrs.T.B.
Snow. Mrs. Snow, who is the widow
of the well known “Tom” Snow, has
resided at Northeast Carry for sev
enteen years and has a large circle of
friends, not only among Northern
people but also among sportsmen
from all parts of the country who
have been her guests in the past.
Dancing and games were enjoyed,
after which a very beautiful electric
table lamp was presented to Mrs.
Snow by Mr. A. G. Faulkner, repre
senting the assembled gathering.
Mr. Faulkner in a few appropriate
remarks spoke of the high esteem in
which the guest of honor had always
been held and of the great kindness
with which she had always treated
her employees. He expressed the
regret of the community that Mrs.
Snow was leaving the place, but
conveyed the hopes of all that she
would enjoy the best of good fortune
in her new home in Bangor. Ice
cream and other refreshments fol
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lowed. Among those present were
the following: Mr. and Mrs. Camille
LeVasseur, Mr. and Mrs. Anthony
LeVasseur, Mr. and Mrs. George
Sirois, Mr.and Mrs. Peter Derosier,
Mr. and Mrs. F. X. Mooney, Mr. and
Mrs. C. H. Glaster, Mr. and Mrs.
Chester Worthing, Mr. and Mrs.
Harold Smart, Mr. and Mrs. Calvin
Cary, Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Ouillette,
Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Johnson, Mrs.
Paul Brown, Mrs. Maud Kenney,
Miss Irene Kimball, Miss May Ray
mond, Miss Ada Rogers, and the
Messrs. D. M. Pearson, F. A.
Murphy, John Haselton, James Bagley, Joseph Dubay, Eugene Hayden,
Fred Tremblay, Robert Gunn and
A. G. Faulkner.

Pittston Farm
Joseph P. Lemieux, familiarly
known as “Mouser” is making his
head-quarters at Pittston, while
burning brush on the highways.
Mouser says this is the biggest
“Smoke” he has ever had, this being
the first time he has been provided
with a car and chauffeur.
Maurice E. Hall, was operated on
for appendicitis, in the Eastern
Maine General Hospital. His con
dition is reported favorable, and it is
hoped that he will soon be as well as
ever.
Gerald Gartley, who has been
working for the Telephone Maintainance is also a patient in the East
ern Maine General Hospital.
Frederick Harold Keith Stait is
working for K. P. Toting. He is
looking hale and hearty after his
strenuous summer.
Mr. Sandy Mullen of the Fish
and Game Com. stayed over night
with us, on his way up into the North
Branch district, where he is to spend
the winter.
The Telephone crew are making
their head-quarters at Pittston now.
Jack Flynn and Gene Le Claire have
gone over to Grant Farm.
Mr. A. V. MacNeil, Mr. R. H.
Robertson, Mr. L. G. White and
Mr. D. W. Nickels were recent visi
tors at Pittston.
The indoor sport at Pittston
now-a-days, or should we say now-anights, is solving cross-word puzzles.

Promise Yourself—To give so much time to the improvement of yourself that you have no time to
criticise others
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Connie Brosnahan holds the record
so far.
Mr. Ordway killed two pigs this
week. Their weight dressed was a
little over a thousand pounds.
Joseph Riley is cooking for D. W.
Nickels at Seboomook Dam.
Paul Brown, the well known trap
per and guide, is a frequent visitor at
Pittston, for his mail.
Harold Sargent is helper for Henry
Dufore on the Tractor.
Henry Dufore is driving Tractor
for Kineo Pittston Toting, plowing
the roads on this side of the Lake.
Wm. Mills has finished the elec
trical work at Pittston and returned
to his home in Milford.
Mrs. Eric Sherstrom has gone to
Boston on account of the illness of
her nephew.
The Moving Pictures shown here
Dec. 11th were enjoyed by everyone.
The audience was the largest yet.

There is but one elixir of youth
that is any good. And that is a clean
life, a clear conscience, regular per
sonal habits, a simple diet, steady
work according to one’s strength in
some useful vocation, and a kindly
spirit. Mix thoroughly and take
every day every year.
That prescription taken regularly
will produce not, perhaps, actual
youth, but peradventure, something
more satisfying and even more
beautiful.—San Francisco Chronicle.
Customer—“I want to buy three
lawn-mowers.”
Dealer—“You must have a big
place.”
Customer—“No—but I have two
neighbors.”—The National Magazine
of the Hardware Trade.
She—“Before we were married
you called me an angel. He—“I
know it.” ’’But now you don’t call
me anything.” “That shows my
self-control.”
—London Opinion.

Visitor—“And how old is your
baby brother, dear?” Small Sister—
“He isn’t old at all. He’s a this
year’s model. —Boston Transcript.
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A Message To Garcia
N all this Cuban business there
is one man stands out on the
horizon of my memory like Mars
at perihelion.
When war broke out between
Spain and the United States, it was
very necessary to communicate
quickly with the leader of the In
surgents. Garcia was somewhere in
the mountain fastnesses of Cuba —
no one knew where. No mail or
telegraph message could reach him.
The President must secure his co
operation, and quickly.
What to do!
Some one said to the President,
“There is a fellow by the name of
Rowan will find Garcia for you, if
anybody can.”
Rowan was sent for and given a
letter to be delivered to Garcia.
How the “fellow by the name of
Rowan” took the letter, sealed it up
in an oilskin pouch, strapped it over
his heart, in four days landed by
night off the coast of Cuba from an
open boat, disappeared into the
jungle, and in three weeks came out
on the other side of the Island,
having traversed a hostile country
on foot, and delivered his letter to
Garcia — are things I have no spe
cial desire now to tell in detail. The
point that I wish to make is this:
McKinley gave Rowan a letter to
be delivered to Garcia; Rowan took
the letter and did not ask, “Where
is he at?”
By the Eternal! there is a man
whose form should be cast in death
less bronze and the statue placed in
every college of the land. It is not
book-learning young men need, nor
instruction about this and that, but
a stiffening of the vertebrae which
will cause them to be loyal to a trust,
to act promptly, concentrate their
energies: do the thing —“Carry a
message to Garcia.”
General Garcia is dead now, but
there are other Garcias. No man
who has endeavored to carry out an
enterprise where many hands were
needed, but has been well-nigh ap
palled at times by the imbecility
of the average man — the inability
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or unwillingness to concentrate on a
thing and do it.
Slipshod assistance, foolish inat
tention, dowdy indifference, and
half-hearted work seem the rule;
and no man succeeds, unless by hook
or crook or threat he forces or bribes
other men to assist him; or mayhap,
God in His goodness performs a
miracle, and sends him an Angel of
Light for an assistant.
You, reader, put this matter to a
test :
You are sitting now in your office
— six clerks are within call. Sum
mon any one and make this request:
“Please look in the encyclopedia and
make a brief memorandum for me
concerning the life of Correggio.”
Will the clerk quietly say, “Yes,
sir,” and go do the task?
On your life he will not. He will
look at you out of a fishy eye and
ask one or more of the following
questions:
Who was he?
Which encyclopedia?
Where is the encyclopedia?
Was I hired for that?
Don’t you mean Bismarck?
What’s the matter with Charlie
doing it?
Is he dead?
Is there any hurry?
Sha’n’t I bring you the book and
let you look it up yourself?
What do you want to know for?
And I will lay you ten to one that
after you have answered the ques
tions, and explained how to find the
information, and why you want it,
the clerk will go off and get one of
the other clerks to help him try to
find Garcia — and then come back
and tell you there is no such man.
Of course I may lose my bet, but
according to the Law of Average I
will not. Now, if your are wise, you
will not bother to explain to your
“assistant” that Correggio is in
dexed under the C’s, not in the K’s,
but you will smile very sweetly and
say, “Never mind,” and go look it
up yourself. And this incapacity for
independent action, this moral stu
pidity this infirmity of the will, this

The reward of a good deed is to have done it
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unwillingness to cheerfully catch
hold and lift — these are the things
that put pure Socialism so far into
the future. If men will not act for
themselves, what will they do when
the benefit of their effort is for all.
A first mate with knotted club
seems necessary; and the dread of
getting “the bounce” Saturday
night holds many a worker to his
place. Advertise for a stenographer,
and nine out of ten who apply can
neither spell nor punctuate — and
do not think it necessary to.
Can such a one write a letter to
Garcia?
“ You see that bookkeeper,” said
the foreman to me in a large factory.
“Yes; what about him?”
“Well, he’s a fine accountant, but
if I’d send him up town on an er
rand, he might accomplish the er
rand all right, and on the other hand,
might stop at four saloons on the
way, and when he got to Main Street
would forget what he had been sent
for.”
Can such a man be entrusted to
carry a message to Garcia?
We have recently been hearing
much maudlin sympathy expressed
for the “downtrodden denizens of
the sweatshop” and the “homeless
wanderer searching for honest em
ployment,” and with it all often go
many hard words for the men in
power.
Nothing is said about the em
ployer who grows old before his
time in a vain attempt to get frowsy
ne’er-do-wells to do intelligent work;
and his long, patient striving after
“help” that does nothing but loaf
when his back is turned. In every
store and factory there is a constant
weeding-out process going on. The
employer is constantly sending away
“help” that have shown their in
capacity to further the interests of
the business, and others are being
taken on. No matter how good
times are, this sorting continues:
only, if times are hard and work is
scarce, the sorting is done finer —
but out and forever out the incom
petent and unworthy go. It is the
survival of the fittest. Self-interests
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prompts every employer to keep the
best — those who can carry a mes
sage to Garcia.
I know one man of really bril
liant parts who has not the ability to
manage a business of his own, and
yet who is absolutely worthless to
any one else, because he carries
with him constantly the insane sus
picion that his employer is oppress
ing, or intending to oppress, him.
He can not give orders, and he will
not receive them. Should a mes
sage be given him to take to Garcia,
his answer would probably be, “Take
it yourself!”
Tonight this man walks the streets
looking for work, the wind whistling
through his threadbare coat. No
one who knows him dare employ
him, for he is a regular firebrand of
discontent. He is impervious to
reason, and the only thing that can
impress him is the toe of a thicksoled Number Nine boot.

Of course I know that one so mor
ally deformed is no less to be pitied
than a physical cripple; but in our
pitying let us drop a tear, too, for the
men who are striving to carry on a
great enterprise, whose working
hours are not limited by the whistle,
and whose hair is fast turning white
through the struggle to hold in line
dowdy indifference, slipshod im
becility, and the heartless ingrati
tude which, but for their enterprise,
would be both hungry and homeless.
Have I put the matter too
strongly? Possibly I have; but
when all the world has gone a-slumming I wish to speak a word of
sympathy for the, man who suc
ceeds — the man who, against great
odds, has directed the efforts of
others, and having succeeded, finds
there’s nothing in it: nothing but
bare board and clothes. I have car
ried a dinner-pail and worked for
day’s wages, and I have also been
an employer of labor, and I know
there is something to be said on
both sides. There is no excellence,
per se, in poverty; rags are no recom
mendation; and all employers are
not rapacious and high-handed, any
more than all poor men are virtuous.
My heart goes out to the man who
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does his work when the “boss” is
away, as well as when he is at home.
And the man who, when given a
letter for Garcia, quietly takes the
missive, without asking any idiotic
questions, and with no lurking in
tention of chucking it into the near
est sewer, or of doing aught else but
deliver it, never gets “laid off,” nor
has to go on a strike for higher wages.
Civilization is one long, anxious
search for just such individuals.
Anything such a man asks shall be
granted. He is wanted in every city,
town and village — in every office,
shop, store and factory. The world
cries out for such; he is needed and
needed badly — the man who can
“Carry a Message to Garcia.”
ELBERT HUBBARD
(Reprinted by permission of Roycrofters)

DADDIES
I would rather be the daddy
Of a romping, roguish crew,
Of a bright-eyed chubby laddie
And a little girl or two
Than the monarch of a nation,
In his high and lofty seat,
Taking empty adoration
From the subjects at his feet.

I would rather own their kisses,
As at night to me they run,
Than to be the king who misses
All the simpler forms of fun.
When his dreary day is ending
He is dismally alone,
But when my sun is descending
There are joys for me to own.
He may ride to horns and drumming;
I must walk a quiet street,
But when once they see me coming,
Then on joyous flying, feet
They come racing to me madly
And I catch them with a swing,
And I say it proudly, gladly,
That I’m happier than a king.

You may talk of lofty places;
You may boast of pomp and power;
Men may turn their eager faces
To the glory of an hour,
But give me the humble station
With its joys that long survive,
For the daddies of the nation
Are the happiest men alive.
—EDGAR A. GUEST

Grace—“He’s so romantic. When
ever he speaks to me he starts 'Fair
lady’.”
Bert—“Oh, that’s force of habit.
He used to be a street car conductor.

Many a true word is spoken
through false teeth.
—Frivol.

Promise Yourself—To think only of the best, to work only for the best and to expect only the best

To Which Glass Do You
A New Year's Question

HE world bestows its big prizes,
both in money and honors, for but
one thing. And that is Initiative.
What is Initiative?
I’ll tell
you: It is doing the right thing without being
told.
But next to doing the thing without
being told is to do it when you are told once.
That is to say, carry the Message to Garcia:
those who can carry a message get high honors,
but their pay is not always in proportion
Next, there are those who never do a thing
until they are told twice: such get no honors
and small pay.
Next, there are those who
do the right thing only when necessity kicks
them from behind, and these get indifference
instead of honors, and a pittance for pay. This
kind spends most of its time polishing a bench
with a hard-luck story.
Then, still lower
down in the scale than this, we have the fellow
who will not do the right thing even when
some one goes along to show him how and
stays to see that he does it: he is always
out of a job, and receives the contempt he
deserves, unless he happens to have a rich Pa,
in -which case Destiny patiently awaits around
the corner with a stuffed club.
To which
class do you belong?—ELBERT HUBBARD.
(Reprinted by permission of the Roycrofters)

